CHAPTER 135 


September 4, 2011 


“Let’s see, got the instant noodles, got the oreos... Forgot the Cheez Whiz; shit!” 


Justin mumbled to himself as he accounted for all his purchases at Junes, all his 
groceries. Or perhaps the lack there of. All he got was noodles and some cookies 
after all. He didn’t need much to get by; and alas, neither did Maya. That kind of 
disappointed Justin in a way. She had been eating, but it still seemed like the bare 
minimum. He supposed he couldn’t really force it though; her stomach must have 
shrunken from spewing out her lunch on a regular basis. He just wished she’d eat 
more than a couple cups of instant noodles a day. Those barely counted as a meal 
for JUSTIN; and he didn’t exactly eat much himself. He sighed a bit, before rounding 
the corner into the music store. As much as he wanted no interaction with that 
creepy shop keeper, he did need to get some more guitar picks... Maybe some 
thicker strings while he was here. And besides; he might have been creepy, but at 
least he was generous. Justin supposed he owed him and his shop at the very least 
a visit once and a while. 


He walked in, gave the cashier a quick wave, hoping to avoid conversation, and 
immediately made his way over to where the picks were... Right at the counter. He 
probably shouldn’t have given the cashier the heads up that he was approaching in 
retrospect, but hey. Whatever got him in and out with his goods. The cashier smiled 
enthusiastically at Justin as he came to a stop in front of the glass cabinet housing a 
shit ton of picks, all very entriquetly designed. Too bad they didn’t have one of 
those Van Halen picks. You know, the red ones with the white lines going every 
which way? Yeah those. Justin passed his eye from pick set to pick set, trying to pick 
out which one would suit him best, when the cashier suddenly lit up with optimism 
and enthusiasm in his eyes. Justin probably picked a shitty day to wear his Queens 
of the Stone Age t-shirt. 


“No way, you listen to stoner rock?” The cashier questioned. Justin’s eyes quickly 
flew up from the glass cabinet. Oh figures, the guy who had suggested he play 
Cocaine a few months back was into stoner rock. Not that Justin could really be too 
judgemental. Stoner rock was the shit. It was just that he doubted this guy was 
listening to stoner sock just because it was good. Justin groaned a bit, knowing he 
had somewhat dug himself into a corner here when he was wearing a Queens of the 
Stone Age t-shirt. Didn’t get much stoner rock-er than that. 


“A little bit.” Justin shrugged slightly. That was a complete and utter lie, but he 
didn’t intend to turn this into a huge discussion on music or bands or anything like 
that. He should have known better from this guy though; especially given that little 
to no one was inside the store at the moment. The cashier clearly had nothing 


better to do than talk about meaningless shit like music. Not that music was 
meaningless of course; it was just that the cashier had no reason to talk about it 
than to fritter away the hours of boredom. 


“What’s your favorite Queens album?” The cashier continued to question. Justin 
rubbed at his forehead slightly as he slowly got sucked into a game of twenty 
questions that he wanted no part in. He could already tell how this conversation was 
going to go. Hey what’s your favorite album? Oh really? Mine’s such and such. Song 
X was absolutely amazing; you hear that guitar solo. | mean bla bla fangasm etc, 
etc. Look at me. | know shit about music and think people give a flying fuck about it. 
Justin sighed, eyes darting back down to the picks. Sooner he found what he was 
looking for, the sooner he could leave. 


“Era Vulgaris.” Justin muttered off, hoping the answer would satisfy the cashier’s 
curiosities. It didn’t though. That would be too much to expect out of a guy like him. 
Justin was starting to remember how a long time ago Ai had suggested replacing all 
the cashier’s and salespeople with vending machines. Justin was finding himself 
hard-pressed to disagree. He had been in agreement then; but after revisiting the 
cashier and his shop, Justin was finding himself agreeing. The guy DID give hima 
guitar for over 80% less than sale tag price though, so he couldn’t just storm out or 
tell him to shut his fucking mouth. He had to bear it knowing the guy meant well, 
that he had done something good for Justin. Never bite the hand that feeds after all. 


“| prefer Songs for the Deaf.” The cashier remarked plainly. Justin sighed, eyes still 
staring at the picks... If only he could pick one of these out, pun unintended, without 
the cashier barraging him with discussion on whatever music it was he was listening 
to... And then it struck Justin. He still needed some thicker strings to give his Les 
Paul a deeper sound. And where were the strings? You guessed it, in the back. Why 
the cashier didn’t keep them upfront was beyond Justin, but whatever. They weren’t 
out here, and he KNEW that cashier had some; which meant if he asked for those, 
he could get the cashier to go away for a moment. “David Grohl’s drumming was 
phenomenal-“ 


“Hey uh, hate to interrupt, but | was thinking of getting some thicker strings for the 
Les Paul. You think you might have something?” Justin cut the cashier off before he 
went on a fan rant about why Songs for the Deaf was the best album. The cashier’s 
eyes opened slightly wider as the comment met his ears, a little caught off guard by 
the sudden topic change. Or perhaps by the prospect of doing his fucking job. 


“Oh, sure. Be right back.” The cashier remarked before pushing himself away from 
the counter and making his way to the back row. It took every fiber of Justin’s being 
not to fist pump as the cashier finally left. If he didn’t need some new picks so 
badly, he’d almost be tempted to run while he could. But alas, he did not, and was 
more than satisfied to browse for his purchase in peace and quiet. At least, he was, 
until he noticed something odd spread across the top of the glass display case. A 


Slightly crumpled white piece of paper. Was probably just a list of strings they had 
or something, but Justin figured he might as well check it out. Well, instead of 
finding a catalogue, he instead found more poetry. Slightly less shitty than the last 
time this had happened. 


The fallen angel is chained down 

Her wings torn off, eroded by prejudice, her last breaths full of black despair... 
Do you know her name? 

Will she eventually return to nothing, forced into the realm of oblivion? 

No! 

Her requiem will become a roar and tear away the mask of hypocricy! 


Do you know her name, she who will strike down the cowards and tear down the 
lies? 


That’s right, her name Is... 
What is it? 


Justin rubbed at his chin, slightly impressed. This. This wasn’t half bad actually. 
Would make one hell of a metal song with a couple modifications here and there to 
help with the flow. At the very least it was a good palette cleanser from the last 
time he had found shitty poetry lying around. Though he did have to wonder where 
it had come from. It should have been immediately obvious in retrosepect, but just 
in case it wasn’t, within moments he felt the paper being ripped out of his hands 
once more. Looks like Marie was back, having realized she had lost this, and not all 
too pleased about Justin having read it whil she was gone. 


“Again!? Stop reading my shit! Godihateyoustupidjerk.” She muttered quickly and 
angrily as she stashed the poem back into her pouch. Justin was a little shocked by 
the sudden revelation, though not entirely surprised. If anything, he felt stupid for 
not having made the connection earlier. He also wasn’t too pleased to be getting 
bitched out by Marie again. Yeah he was reading her shit, but she had just left it out 
in the middle of nowhere. And it’s not like he wouldn’t have given it back to her if he 
knew it was hers... Or where to even find her... Ah, he’d probably give it to Yu and 
let it be his problem, since he seemed to know what the fuck was going on with this 
girl. Not Justin though, that was for sure. 


“Sorry, | didn’t know it was yours.” Justin apologized, even though he really had 
nothing to apologize for. He was just curious, and it’s not like the thing had been 
labeled ‘Marie’s shitty dark ass poetry.’ Marie didn’t seem satisfied with his 
explanation regardless though, just glaring at him as she insured the paper was 
nice and secure this time. Whoever kept doing this shit was going to pay one of 


these days, she swore it on her life. “...What exactly was it doing here anyway?” 
Justin questioned after a moment. What was she doing taking out poetry in a music 
store... unless... Was she writing a song perhaps? Needed work, but Justin could see 
it working. 


“Il don’t know; | just came in to see whatever this ‘guytar’ thing was.” Marie 
remarked with annoyance, crossing her arms as she continued to give Justin the 
stinker eye. Don’t think she wasn’t serious about him being a jerkface, reading all 
her shit. Justin’s eyebrow raised. Partially because Marie had apparently never seen 
a guitar before, partially because she had completely mispronounced the word 
guitar. It wasn’t that hard of a word to pronounce at all. Still, his curiosity was 
peaked, and given the presence of her poem here, he was finding it increasingly 
difficult to believe that she wasn’t here with musical aspirations. 


“Guitar? You’ve never seen a guitar before?” Justin questioned. Marie just shook her 
head, not really realizing why that was strange as all fuck. All she knew was that 
some of those people on that StarScandalz show Margaret was always talking about 
had one. She still had to wonder how Margaret knew that when they didn’t have a 
television in that car. “Really? Wow, didn’t think that was humanly possible... What 
made you want to check it out anyway? Planning on doing something with those 
poems of yours?” Justin inquired after a moment. The comment seemed to anger 
Marie, though also interest her in some aspect, grasping out to her. She got what 
Justin was trying to ask, and the answer was no. And would he stop reading her 
motherfucking poems? 


“..No. They’re poems, not music.” Marie remarked matter of factly, as though to 
imply music wasn’t poetry or vice-versa. Justin tilted his head a bit, giving Marie a 
strange look; as though he were fascinated yet so... confused at the same time. 
How could anyone who writes poetry not understand those were the same thing? 
The timing of lyrics, the way each line flowed into the next in such a pleasing way to 
the ear, telling all sorts of stories and speaking straight to the human soul. Can you 
tell whether | just defined music or poetry? Exactly. 


“Not music? Marie; music is just poetry played by a band. Music is poetry in 
motion.” Marie just shot him a puzzled glance, as though to imply she had no idea 
what the hell he was going on about. Partially because she had no idea what a band 
was, but also partially because she couldn’t believe that anyone thought poetry was 
the same thing as music. They weren’t. Not even close. Justin picked up on her 
reluctance to believe him though, holding firmly onto her belief that her poems 
couldn’t hold the same impact as any song. And she didn’t even know much about 
music. They didn’t exactly have music in that boring old cramped room. It was a 
wonder she even had room to write. “You don’t believe me, do you?” 


“No.” She remarked concisely and bluntly. Justin sighed a bit, rubbing at his chin as 
he tried to think of a way to convince her. And then it struck him like a runaway 


freight train. He placed his bag of groceries on the counter for the moment being, 
sticking his hand in his pocket as he shuffled around for something. His father had 
given him a wonderful piece of advice years ago. Granted, it was when he was 
lecturing him about standing up to bullies, and right before he had smacked him 
upside the head again, but it was still good advice all the same. If you want to 
change the way a person thinks: show. Don’t tell. Justin grabbed a fancy electric 
guitar off a nearby rack, pulling out a worn out, chipped guitar pick from his pocket. 
It was broken, but it still worked for what he needed to do he supposed. 


“Here... Watch.” Justin remarked as he quickly checked the tuning of the guitar, 
strap across his shoulders as he secured the guitar along his body. He had to 
wonder what was taking the cashier so long on those strings, but hey, he didn’t 
care. Just so long as he didn’t get the wrong idea about him playing music in his 
store. Marie just watched with puzzlement as Justin readjusted his position, holding 
the guitar firmly with one hand, pick in the other near the base of the strings. He 
took a deep breath before slowly plucking at the strings, a few very strange 
sounding chords, before erupting into a more complex chord progression pattern, 
his fingers sliding up and down the board. 


You got a question? Please don't ask it, 

It puts the lotion in the basket. 

You say bigger's better but bigger's bigger. 
White boy dressed up like a figure. 

Drawn inside a toilet on the wall, 

The world is round, my square don't fit at all. 


Justin sung trying his best to play along to the song using only his guitar. Wasn’t the 
same without the bass drops. Queens of the Stone Age bass drops were so godly 
they might as well have had their own pair of testicles. Still it worked for what he 
wanted to do anyway; and that was prove that music could be poetic. Marie listened 
with fascinated curiosity as he continued to strum at the strings. There was 
something magical about the words. They were non-coherant and somewhat 
strange, but they also sort of made sense. And in that, it sooke volumes to her. 


She didn’t get the lotion in a basket part, though. At all. 
They say those who can't just instruct others, 

And act like victims or jilted lovers. 

You can't lose it if you never had it, 


Disappear man, do some magic. 


You want a reason? How's about "Because"? 
You ain't a has been if you never was. 
! sound like this, 


Justin flipped his hair forward, crouching forward as he started to play a guitar solo. 
You would think he’d skip the actual music part and do just the lyrics, but then... 
Didn’t music just speak volumes in and of itself. The lyrics were great and all, but 
the song itself... The music is what made you feel, the lyrics were just what spoke to 
you. It’s when the two combined that you truly had something magical. Marie 
seemed entertained at the very least, if the first smile that had crept across her 
face since Justin had met her was any indication. It was about a minute and a half 
before Justin finished wailing on that guitar, the aggressive, yet mellow sound of the 
chords filling the air reducing back to their original form. He held his head up, 
flipping the hair out of his eyes the best he could. Or at least the one he WASN'T 
trying to hide. 


Scared to say what is your passion, 

So slag it all, bitter's in fashion. 

Fear of failure's all you've started; 

The jury is in, verdict: retarded. 

I'm so tired, I'm wired too. 

I'm a mess, | guess, I'm turning on the screw. 


Justin played one last chord before stopping at the last few lyrics of the song, 
allowing the words to flow freefully through the air. He was sort of hoping that last 
verse of the song would reach Marie in some regard, since she was so obviously 
afraid of other’s reading her work. She didn’t need to hide it; though she did need to 
stop with the clown shit. That just made Justin’s skin crawl at the mere thought. Plus 
it wasn’t too well-written. Justin took a deep breath, putting the guitar back on the 
rack as he finished. Marie just stood there, her usual blank expression still on her 
face, minus the slight grin along the cracks of her mouth. 


“Impressive...” Marie mused allowed, impressed by just how powerful an instrument 
an instrument was. Perhaps she had misspoken; that sounded awfully poetic to her. 
She was going to have to give Margarette shit for describing music to her as 
something humans did for recreation, but describing poetry as art. Had she never 
listened to music or something. “...How’s it work? You just... think or something?” 
Marie questioned, eyeing the guitar Justin had put back on the rack. Justin scratched 
at the back of his head slightly. 


“Well... Sort of. It’s like writing poetry. You practice and practice until it becomes 
second nature. It’s not that easy when you first start, believe me. Your fingers are 
stiff, fumbling over the strings as you try to find the right place to place your 
fingertips. | still have a hard time using my pinky.” Justin laughed a bit at his 
ineptitude at playing a musical instrument. He found damn near every technique in 
the book to avoid using all four of his fingers. It was a wonder the guy could play 
chords. Besides power chords anyway. Justin could play power chords like no one’s 
business. Good on him for knowing how to play a chord that consisted of two strings 
(three if you were pushing it.) Marie rubbed at her chin taking one last look at the 
guitar as the two were interrupted by the cashier coming back. Was a wonder he 
hadn’t heard his ‘favorite’ band’s song on the way back. 


“Alright here we go; got some extra thick ones. Should give you that ‘bass’ quality.” 
The cashier remarked. Justin raised his eyebrows with fascination. How did the 
cashier know that’s what he was aiming fo- Oh right, Queens of the Stone Age t- 
Shirt... Should have guessed. Regardless, seemed the cashier had Justin’s back, as 
strange as he could be at times. Perhaps that’s the reason he kept coming back to 
this place and didn’t avoid it like the plague. Justin approached the cash register, 
sticking his hand in his pocket for his cash. 


“Thanks. I'll take these and... Oh you do have those Van Halen picks. Must have 
overlooked them. Yeah, I'll take a set of those.” Justin remarked. 


“2000 yen.” Justin quickly placed the necessary funds on the table, dropping his 
new purchases in the bag with his groceries. He was ready to make his departure 
when he was met by a rather unusual sight. Marie had approached the cash 
register; guitar in hand. Justin’s eyes widened slightly as she pushed the guitar up 
onto the counter (thanks for scratching the glass, you bitch.) Did she even have the 
money for that? God knows Justin could barely put money aside for THIS with the 
way he lived. 


“How much for the ‘guytar?’” She questioned. The cashier took one look at the blue 
fender, running his thumb along the surface as though he could determine the 
quality just by touching the materials, before turning to Marie with a price in mind. 


“10000 yen.” Surprising Justin to no extent was Marie simply opening her pouch and 
putting that money on the counter like it was nothing. No doubt, no hesitation. And 
the best part? Justin had caught a glimpse inside the pouch while she did. Aside 
from all the papers in there and a wooden comb, the thing was chock full of cash. 
Holy, fucking, shit; this girl was loaded. That explained so much and yet so little. 
The cashier nodded before taking a quick trip to the back to grab a guitar case. How 
he took significantly shorter to get that than he did some guitar strings, Justin would 
never know. He must have put a LOT of fucking thought into what kind of strings 
Justin wanted. And he picked some damn fine ones too. Keep on truckin’ cashier 


guy. 


“Where'd you get so much cash?” Justin questioned after a moment. Marie groaned 
a bit, as though the question annoyed her. Or perhaps it was the answer. 


“Ugh, the nose makes us charge for out services. But we don’t even use money in 
there; | don’t get why we charge for it at all. So | just sort of took some of the 
money that was lying around.” Marie explained, though god knows Justin was 
completely lost. Serivices? The Nose? What in the hell are you talking about woman. 
Make some goddamn sense. The cashier eventually came back, not a moment too 
soon, might Justin add, with the guitar in its case and handed it off to Marie. 


“Uh... you really want to do that? You don’t even know how to play.” Justin 
remarked, pointing out the obvious. Marie didn’t seem so much as fazed by the 
remark though, grabbing a hold of the guitar and holding it by her side. 


“Which is why you’re going to teach me.” She remarked as though it were an order. 
Justin spat out the toothpick in his mouth with shock. Now wait a damn second; he 
never agreed to that. He didn’t even know Marie, he didn’t know where to find her, 
where she lived, how to fucking teach for starters! How was he going to teach her 
guitar. The worst part of the matter was it was clear she wasn’t taking no for an 
answer. She quickly walked out of the store while Justin’s jaw hung loose, 
completely flabbergasted by what had just happened. It took him a moment to 
regain his composure. 


“You know what? | should just become a hermit. That way | won’t have to deal with 
people and get involved with this shit on a daily basis.” 


